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TA AT the following Poems e were wrote &y FR Chevalier | 
Ramſay in his younger Tears, before be left this his. Native 
3 | Cour is ſo well known by à great many Perſons; that it wet 


'e | 
bu to ſay more about it. Had he ever thought of making 
. them publi ck to the World, be would, no doubt, Few at Pains 
to poliſb them into ſuch a Dreſs, as his happy Genius is capa- 
Ble to do; tho even as bey aao appear, J am told, there are | 

not many Pretical Compoſures in this Corner preferable to them, 
Upon which Account, and becauſe they are generally adapted for 
repleniſping the Mind with Sentiments of Virtue, I have 
adventure to preſent them 10 public View. I have 2 Il ſome 

3 fe ew more that are done by the ſame. Author, and.of his own 

| 3 | 6 e von; and if any. Perſon that may have any of 

* bir Gentleman aer in his Poſſeſſion, ill be pleaſed to an 

mit Copies of them, I promiſe he ſhall receive his own with | 
© Ufury, when they come 10 be ail together e ed, as in a Jour 

. Time is s intended, * 
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| PERFECTION. || 


| - Philander. uc . 516/ifions Ria ful E 
E homing Seraphs that now bitathe "OE. 7 
In that pure El'ment of unſtained IRE. oth 5 1 
Where claſping round each other ye re entwin * 2 
As if ye were but one compounded Mind; i 
ad ER 3 ye ſtoop down 1 to tell me what's the Naw „„ 
4 Of that pure Love which in your Orb does fame ? ; F 
5 
t 


Is't ever here below, or all above? 3 
Can mortal Paſſions wo Les a Love? 7 n 
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I. Can mortal Paſſions wat 12 a Love! i... 1, 


What means my dear PHILANDE: R thus to roye:! . ta 3:7 ao 


Rip up, untwine,my. Soul, and then you'll; ſee; 40 310 40% 


2 1 91 
ES 5 & 


= What Chryſtal Streams of Friendſhip glide thro' me; 4 
TH; 1 Unravel this my Soul, and then you'll know, 
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| TI will ſuſpend my Bliſs, not wing ba 


=o That Ide can find another Wes 40 7 8 8 WH ej 

Than in Seraphic Chanels: Here's the Soul Wn ; 

That moves in ret J Orb withont ec b., 7 

Words ſpoke with ac 2 PafGion 40 Alte LEEDS 

A Soul pegg d over high that cannot __ 

On ſuch a bended Stretch The Tide's too ay | T 

Twill burſt the Banks ere long, and ſoon run dry. Ede 
Strephon. * 1 

My Love s my Soul, and that from Fate is bre: I 1 

Tis that unchang'd and deathleſs Part of me. > = | 

My Paſſion ſtands ſecure ; the Pow'rs above 

Muſt firſt notary my Soul, wa then * SW 


| Q it $6554 ＋ 
* th FO Q 2 74 5 
Pg 

' 


War ah! Dear Sr RERHO N, granting © Gil were true, EN DET 
It won't be long ere Death part me from you. p BE ASS 
By what Mark then mall we each other know, 


When fripris th naked- Souls we leave 92 Ball below? Ne - Got ; 
 Strephon. i e wy r . Pg 


In tell thee what I'll do, ſhould Fare ; ny Ks EP . 
To let me take thee with me when 1, MS ; 


Unto the Seats of that Eternal Day: 85 | | ; ow > Te 
But leſt that I ſhould loſe thee in the Crowd, . 


(6 


5 MP ſhort of Heayen, rd wait thiee i in 1 Cloud. 
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Oh no] Dear 87 REPHON, "(hgh you cannot do, 


Your Guardian Angels won't ſuch ops: allow : 5 35 eee 

The Chorus that's above Will long to ſee ulm 

A Soul like your“ 's t'accent their Harmony. W191 
Strephon. | 


Well, granting it were ſo; I'd ſteal a 1 2 7 

When they difloly'd in Hallelujahs lay: oy 

Yes, flip beyond the Skreen, leave their bleſt . 
Forſake the Seraphs to converſe with thee. 
Thus Turtle- like to my dear Mate I'II ,, 
And down before thee in the aa as te 241 
Then teaching thee all that I learn'd above, ied 
Anent the Seraphs Friendſhip and their Love; i Ts 
I'd charm thy Soul, it ſhould take Wing and os 8. 44 
Beyond the dull Confinements of the "Ez! FE 1 n 4 3 
And turn all Light, 1. Pumel as well as I. inte 


eee ee e b eee | 


DIVINE FRIENDSHIP. 


WH ; 
* Eary d of Flr and al its ene N. | = 

\ Its vain Amuſements and tumultous Noiſe; 3. f 
Diſguſted of this World and all below, did ns 


5 1 ſome lonely Shade to vent "wy "Wee: 
2 A 2 


— 


| -Retards its Motion, and commands its Stay. 


L 4 ] 
T wander'd long, and ran from Plain to Plain, 
Exe I the bleſt Retirement could obtain. 
Breathleſs at laſt and ſpent, I ſpy'd a. Cave, 5 
Dark as my Thoughts, and ſilent as the Grave. r 
Thither with Sighs I bent my feeble Pace, 
And, bending down, lay proſtrate on my Face. 
Then with repeated Grones I thus begaen 
To vent my (riefs, juſt like the dying Swan: 
O SovERETGN Beauty, boundleſs Source of Love, 
5 From Thee I'm ſprung, to Thee again I move, 
Like ſome ſmall Gleam of Light, ſome feeble 060 04.3 
That loſt it ſelf by wandring from the Day; 
Or ſome ecclips'd, ſome faint and ftragling Beam, 
That fain would wreſtle back from whence it came. 
SoI, poor baniſh'd I, oft ſtrive to lee 
Thro' this dark Maze of Nothing up to Thee. 
But ah! the Way's too ſteep, th! Aſcent too high, 
| For Pinions clogg'd with dull Mortality : . 
That tho' I clap my Wings and ftrive with Pain, 
Vet ſtill I flutter and fall down again. 
Like ſome ſmall purling Riv'let on the Way, 
That chides and murmurs cauſe it went aſtray; 
That creeps and glides and wanders o'er the Plain, 
And thinks at laft to wreſtle back again. 
But ah! ſome rocky Path, ſome craggy Way 


Languiſht and ſtopt it wanders here and there, 
And on its flinty Couch drops down a Tear: 


_ 


Then 


” = 
Then ſighs and wiſhes that ſome kinder Rill, 
Some friendly Stream would its dry Chanels fill, 
That both enwrapt in one, their ebbing Tide 
Might be renew d, and they together glide 
Home to their SS again, and thence no more divide. 
S8ol, poor I, pant for a virtuous Friend, 
Whoſe chaſt Embraces might ſome Comfort lend; 
A Soul all burning and conſum'd with Love, 
That he might my dim Light to tap' ring flames i improve; z 
A pure, a ſweet, a conſtant gen! rous Mind, ; 
From all the baſer Dregs of Vice refin'd ; 1 
1 That he might calm the Storms that toſs my Breaſt, 
And whiſper all my Paſſions into Reft. 
Like two fond Turtles how ſhould we combine, 
And mixing Souls with Souls together joyn: 
How nimble then would all our Motions be, 
When with united Stroaks we ſail'd to Thee? 
Like two ſmall murm' ring Streams how would we slide, 
Augment each others Paſſions, ſwell the Tide, 
And claſpt together run, ſtill forward move, 
Till we were loſt in Thee the Source of Love! 


| | How would we ly in ſome cloſe filent OG 


Breathing to Heaven, and all diſſolv'd in Loye! 
No baſer Paſſions ſhould our Calms moleft, 
No Crim'nal muddy Thoughts inyade our Breaſt. 
Our pureſt Love ſhould blaze fo bright a Flame, 


That ev'n in Heav'n they might be fill the ſame. ergy, 1 FT 
Our harmleſs Doyc-like Souls would fo embrace, 
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Look up to Heaven and lay, Behold us here, 
How pure's our Friendſhip, how ſerene and clear? 
Tis not a Bait for Sin, no Artifice ; 


How would we far from Earth's vain Noiſe and Sire, 0 
Drag ſoftly round this pond' rous Chain ee on 


1 


— 


T hat we might gaze on Love's Mateftic: Face 


To vail our Luſts, or to incenſe our Vice. 


Thro' all its changing Scenes how ſhould we move, 


Unchang'd and undivided in our Love! 


When black-brow'd Tem peſts ſhould begin to frown, 6940 A 
And toſs our leaky Veſſel up and down, lt e mms 
Then how would we, without Envy and _ ini 57 3: 
By Turns ly ſweating at the Pump of Life! is 


Now he, then I ſhould tug the painful Oar, 


Till ſome kind Blaſt ſhould caſt us on the Shore. 

Again when all the Storms were lull'd afteep, Me 
And the huſh'd Waves lay flatted o'er the ."_- + ad 
Then we ſhould ſteer our Courſe ſerenely on, 
Till the ſpent Grains of our long Glaſs were Gente 
At laſt when thou ſhould ftrike and give the Blow, : 
Beat down this Cottage, call us from below, 8 
How would we kiſs thy Hand and bid thee Pierce, us thro”, 2 = 


2 


That we might be unfetter'd and N 
From all the Clogs that keep us down from Thee! - 
O: had I ſuch a Friend, ſuch a Seraphic Mate, 

How happy would I be! How bleſt my —_— 

Tiis true, could I with Pleaſure upward | move LS 5 8 


To Thee my beſt of Friends my — my Love, 


Jl; 1 


Vv 


Breathe on my Soul, in ſilent Whiſpers ſhow 
What Reaſon's puny Pratting ne er can do. 
Renew, refine my Temper, and impart 


1 J 


Ewould not court ſuch Helps, I would not care 1 5 
Tho all were Deſarts and no Comforts near. 

But ah ! ſince thou cannot converſe with me, 

While at ſuch Diſtance I'm remov'd from Thee : 

While thus impure and ſunk in Miſery, A 
1 bend and grone beneath Marti: r en 20060 an 
O! therefore grant, Ov don't my Wiſh control, one 
But let me have ſome pure, ſome virtuous Sul, ; 


That we may burn together, both together ande, 
Guide back to T hee our r Fountain in one common Stream. 
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The Towring WIS H. 


eee 0rd 0e W e550 


Go b, ſilence my Paſſ ions, calm their Noiſe ; - 1 wh: 
Then ſpeak within, and let thy eo gt Vie"? 108 


A ſoft and gentle Sweetneſs tomy Heart, 
All Infant-like, a plain ingenuous Ming 
That's not by {ly nor ſubtile Arts refin dd. 


1 


| Give me a Heart which pure Humility ry 
_ Hath del and epa and tum d fro an that's d Tag 5 1 
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- A Heart which Penitence hath broken 8 


Hath levell'd to the Duſt and ſunk fo low, 
That down beneath the Meaneſt it can bow; 


A Heart all fill'd with Love, whoſe Flame aſcends 


Firſt up to Thee, then turns and downward bends, 
To all thoſe infant ſimple Souls that be 
Diſſolv'd and purg'd in the ſame Flames with me; 
A Heart that's all ſubmiſſive, calm, and ſweet, 
And with a Heav'nly Mildneſs fo replete, 
That no croſs {elf-will'd Stiffneſs it can ſhow, 


But all its own Deſires ftill break and bow; 


A Heart whoſe outward Vigilance declares _ 
Its inward Labours, ſecret Sweats and Cares ; 
A Heart whoſe ſprightly Motions upward, ſhow, 


How bright its Flame, how ſwift its Paſſions flow : F- ; 


A ſober, modeſt Heart, from bluſtring free, 
W hoſe ſteady Motions ſoft and filent be; 


A Heart that's ſtript of all, which nought can move, | | 


But only thon and thy Diviner Love. 


This is the outmoſt Height of my Deſires, 1 5 . 


The tow'ring Wiſh to which my Soul aſpires ; 
Theſe are my laſt Requeſts, O let me have 
What with ſuch ardent paſſionate Sighs I SIAYE. ol 
Lask it not for any Thing in me, 


Or any Thing I am, that's not my Plea ; ; 


But only what thou art, and what I find in then. . 
Thou art my Father, Source, Original, bas 
+4 Friend, my * my — and my All; 


Ly 9 4 
Im ſprung from Thee, a ſmall, a little Stream, 
A faint Reſemblance, and a borrowed Beam: 
Lea which is more, I'm honoured thus to be 
Thy Son, thy Darling, and a Part of thee, 

A never- fading and immortal Ray, _ 
A Scene whereon thou wilt thy Loves diſplay, 


And act eternal Pleaſures in the Seats of Day : 


A Soul for whom thou left theſe Orbs above, 
Suffer'd, and dy'd, and all to gain my Love. 
My God, my God, O let thy Pow'r divine 
Conquer this vain, this Rebel Heart of mine. 
The World, the Fleſh, and Satan rage in me, 
O break their Force, and then triumphant be. 
O luffering Life of Chriſt, ye cruel Pains and Death, 
That crown'd the tragick Scene, and ſtopt his Breath; 
Come triumph o'er my Soul in every Part, 
Thro' all the hidden Corners of my Heart. 
Kill, wound, deſtroy, let me a Victim ly, 
Martyr'd and ſlain with Chriſt, then panting dy: 
Transform'd into his Death, thus F'1l receive 
By Death, a nobler Life than what I have. __ 
JE sus, chat Heavenly Life, that Life divine, 
Shall then deſtroy and make this Life decline, 
This criminal infamous Life of mine. 
Then ſhall my ſpotleſs Eagle-Soul, ſet free | 
From all its Groſſneſs and Impurity, - + 
Take Wing and ſoar, and ſtil purſue the Flight, 
Dill 1t be loſt, and ſwallowed up in Light. 
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The IN T RODUCTION To an ELEGY, 
ſometime x written by the AU TH OR. 


\OU LD theſe pure Souls at once are wafted o'er 
Thro' Earth's tempeſtuous Storms to vonder Shore, 


Look back and ſee what Paſſions fill our Mind, 


When they ſet ſail and leave us here behind; 

How would they ſmile to know what Tears we ſhed, 
W hat Moans and Sighs we vent for them when dead! 5 
'Tis as if they who float along the Main, | 


Toſs'd and retoſs'd, but can't the Harbour gain, 
Should pity thoſe they ſaw blown ſafely o'er, 


Free from the Storms,. and caſt upon the Shore. 
Well then, dear Soul, fince Death hath been to thee 
But a ſoft eaſy Leap from Miſery, | 
A ſweet Remove from Darkneſs, Griefs and Pain, 


To endleſs Joy and Bliſs, I ſhan't complain. 


No, I ſhall mourn no more, that cruel Death 
Has cut the Thread too ſcon and ſtopt thy Breath. : 
Only allow me to ſit by thy Hearſe, 


And thus 1 in Sable Weed, and mournful Verſe, 


T=1 * 


; Employ that Chryſtal Juice I ſhould have wept for Were 
To write in briny Tears this mournful Elegy. 


Ve Sons of Earth, ye Champions for Vice, = i tan 
That talk of Virtue as an Artifice ; : = 


Come here, and ſee its Power and Beauties too, 


And what its pure and native Force can do. 


; Ve baſe degen' rate Minds, whom Hell cajols, 


To fink in Senſe and Fleſh your Heay'n-born Souls ; 
Come learn to give your Love ſome nobler F lights, 


And tune your Paſſions to Seraphic Heights. bon 177 $5... 410 
All ye who talk, That Virtue's Force is ſmall, b 
While we're inclos'd within this Earthen Ball; 

Glance o'er theſe mournful Notes, and they'll diſplay 

What Heaven ſometimes hath done when lodg'd in Clay. 


Two Fx1zxDs parting a DEATH 


: x * 
#3 S 


Nerepbon. 56 
H ! courteous Death, one Minute more e 16 24 


; = 1 
* * Sf 


Ah ! ſtop thy Hayd; and don't an home the Blow. 1 
Or if my Tears may not procure: thy Stay, ntl ND 


Then at one Tug pull both our Souls „ nac on 
B 2 


1 


12 J 

Like two fond Turtles we on Earth did live, 
And ſhall Death part us now ? Muſt I ſurvive? p12 
Ah no! Ah no! III hold his parting Soul, 

III fuck it back, thy Motions I'll controul. | 
With am'rous Claſps I'Il hug and graſp him . : » | 
I'll mix my Soul with his, thou ſhalt not know | 8  | 
At whom to leyel thy vindictive Blow. 


Philander. ; 
Alas! It will not do: Ah we muſt part! e „ 3 
Cold Death begins to ſeize my throbing Heart. ia 
The fatal Minute's nigh, fain would I taz 4 
| mo ah! my struggling Soul is call'd away. 35 
1 5 Strephon. 
Relentleſs Death ! alas, what haſt thou done, 
To part us two, and leave me here alone! 
He hath loos' d Anchor, I ftand on the Shore, | 
And figh-anf grone, and call to waft me Oer. n 
But an! thou wilt not hear ! - — . 


. Philander” 8 G H 0 8 T. 


What nean ſuch i Mibark ? why do you court my Stay ? I 
Why thus retard and ſtop me on the Way? 
1 hafte, I haſte, I mount and wing above, 
To the bright Fountain, the bright Source of Love. 
Tis there we'll meet, tis there we ſhall entwine ; 
Tis there our loving Souls ſhall cloſe combine; 
And Death ſhall never mare our Loves disoyn. 
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Paſtoral E L E G * 


"Upon the Deg of 


- LUCINDA, 


By Way of Dialogue betwixt C ro RIS * SYLVI 4 | 


—_— 
— — — 
* 


7 R O L O C U E 


Cloris. 
EN E. AT H the Covert of a lonely Shade, 
A Place for Tears and Lamentation made, 
The mournful Cloris lay and wept alone, 
} Helplefs, ſhe wept to all, but Heaven, unknown. 
Fair SyLv1a paſt that Way, and heard her Cries, 
Her melting Grones, and her repeated Sighs. 
With ſoft Compaſſion moy'd, ftraight ſhe drew near 
To view the mournful Nymph that languiſht here. 
Surpriz'd ſhe ſtood to fee her Darling Mate, 
The lovely Croki1s thus diſconſolate : | 
Then with ſweet Smiles ſhe lean'd upon her Breaſt, = 
And thus eſſay d to charm her Soul to Reſt. CERT 
Sy via. > 0 4 


Why thus in deen why thus difſoly'd with Grief; 43 
Eftrang'd from all that can afford Relief? 


11 

Why wandek'd from the Plain theſe many Days, 
Your Temples thus o'erſpread with fading Bays ; 
While all the Virgin-Nymphs with joyful Throngs, 
By yonder Streams accent their rural Songs ? 
Their tender Flocks with bleating Notes combine, 
And pleaſant Birds in ſofter Warbles | joyn: 

Thus harmoniz'd, without Envy or Strife, 

They ſweetly think away the Cares of Life. 

How can you then, hid in this ſilent Grove, 

Still ſhun their chaſte Embraces and their Love! 
Tell me, my deareſt C LO RIS, let me know - 
What direful Shock of Fate has made thee ſo ? 


_ Cloris. 


LucinDa'sdead: Ah! I can add no more, 
The killing Wound renews, augments 55 Sore. 
2 Sylvia. 


Lucind DA dead ! alas, what do 1 hart 

What Fatal Voice is this that ſtrikes my Ear? 

Lucinda, lovely Nymph, yet cruel too, 

Since you allow'd me not to die with you! 

Hadſt thou been kind, and told me of thy Fate, 

Our Souls ſhould not have been long ſeparate. _ 

Wich cloſe Embrace we ſhould have fo entwin'd, 5 

As to appear but one compounded Mind: 1 

That envious Death ſhould not the Diff rence know, IS 
But have transfix'd us both at the ſame Blow. 555 

Weep on, dear CLO RIS, mourn, and, mourning, tell | 

The Beauties of that ener we wt: fo well. 5 N 


. C- 


C ris. 


* be Theme's too high, my feeble Strings in vain 


Attempt fo lofty, ſo advanc'd a Strain: 


f Without, within, ſuch heavenly Luftres ſhine, | 
As prov'd her whole Compoſure all Divine. of 
3 Thoſe comely Looks, ſoft Smiles, that charming Grace, 


And Virgin-bluſh which ſparkled in her Face; b 
That mild Addreſs, chaſt Mien, and modeſt Air, 
Each wandering Sweetneſs ſcatt'red kind and there, 
Thro' her fair Mould, in all their Bloom and Art, 
Were but faint Emblems of that nobler Part 

W hich lodg'd within, whoſe Beauties were unknown, '£ 


ö Conccal d from all, ſeen by the Gods alone. 


String. 
O yes, her Soul ſhone with a e Flame 
Than all the Charms of her external Frame: 


URANIA's Darling, ſhe whoſe pureſt Fires 


Enkindled in her Breaſt refin'd Deſires: 
For by the Goddeſs led to ſilent Groves, 
She felt Zan Joys, Celeſtial Loves: 


Thoſe made her long for that exalted Height, | 


Which is beyond the Reach of Mortal Sight. 


5 Hence ſhe began to fly the noiſy Plain, 


lo= 


And all its poor Delights, as too profane. 


| _ Theſe rural Songs, ſoft Notes, and youthful Joy, 
3 Wherewith her fellow Nymphs their Pipes employ, 2 


No longer. had their wonted Reliſh here, 


URANITA“s Name Rtill charming in her Ear. 
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= 
And hence ber Soul was ſtampt with Charms Divine, 
Whoſe Splendour, now unvail'd, no more decline, 


But make the lovely Nymph thro all Elyſium ſhine. 


CG RE 
Yes, 1 now ſhe lives in thoſe bleſt Seats of 0 
Far rais'd above theſe gloomy Shades of Night: 
A bright Attendant of URANIA's Train, 
Adyanc d above all Griefs, all Tears, and Pain. 

Choi a. 

But ah! Dear Cort s ding how cruel Death 
At firſt began to ſtop her roſy Breath: 
Why Time advanc'd with ſuch a wingy Speed, 


Io tell th! unwelcome News, Lo cINDA's dead! 


Chris. | | 
Down by the Banks of an impetuous Flood, 
Whoſe riſing Waves inſult the neighb'ring Wood, 
The lovely Shepherdeb travers'd the Rocks, 1 5 
In Queſt of her ſtray'd Lambs and wand'ring Flocks. 
But as ſhe try'd to wreſtle up again, 


The fteep Aſcent her tender Ancles ſtrain. 


From this ſlight Wound, Life did a-pace decay, 
And the ſpent Tide by little ebb'd away. 


All Means were try'd to ſtop th' invading Sorte, 
0 But Heav'n decreed that nothing ſhould N 


Sylvia. 
What do I hear? ah! how could Heaven allow 
Invidious Death fo ſoon to give the Blow? 


How 


That the fair Nymph had ſearce to live begun, 
When the great Bus'neſs of her Life was done. 


ow 


How could the Gods paſs this ſeyereſt Doom, oo 


But ſhe had finiſh'd her great Errand here. 


Prepare our Souls for thoſe bleſt Seats of Day. 


UxaANia's Beauties may inveſt our Heart, 


| And when thus diſciplin' d in Love Divine, 


* 


En 4 


To cruſh the blofs ming Flower Ja in its vernal Bloom ? 
Cloris. W 


Ah! S7 T vr A, don't you know, the Powers aboye 
Saw ſhe was fit for that bright State of Love? 
The beauteous Deities were not ſo ſevere, 


You've heard, dear SYLVIAa, that this mortal State 
Is wiſely choſen and ordain'd by Fate, i 
That we, therein by pureſt Virtues, may, 3 790 hd 


Yes, we're confin'd to theſe dark Shades of Woe, 
That finding no true Bliſs, nor Joys below, 


Triumph o'er all its Powers in every Part: 


Midſt yonder ſparkling Lights we're made to ſhine. 
In this Lu cI xD all the Plain ſurpaſt, „ 
Diſpatch'd the great Deſign of Life fo faſt, . 


Uncag'd her Soul from this wretch'd Ball of Clay; 
W Huttering, ſhe broke looſe and wing d n 


Sylvia. 


Mid ſt all the Starry Gems which gild the Ni She, 
Methinks I now behold a ſparkling Light. 


C 


The Gods, who could not now prolong her Stay, 1 21 2 


3 = 185 888885 
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L. 18 1 
Whoſe Vigil. Bloom and modeſt Bluſh declare, 
That chaſte LucinDA is tranſplanted there. 


Cloris. 


Yes, in yon Conſtellation bright, tho ſmall, 


Which Mortals by the Name of Virgo call, 

You ſee that new Addition to its Train ; 

Tis there our Darling Fellow-Mate doth reign. 
LucinvDa, ah LucinDa, we don't grieve 
That thou art dead, but that we can ſurvive 
When thou art gone, that we ſhould ſtay behind, 


| And not be ſtript with thee to naked Mind. 


Ht! | muſt we part't ! — muſt we bid adieu! 
O then Farewel, a long Fare wel to you, 


Il never ſee thee more, I'll take one Leave, 
This is the laſt Rencounter e' er we'll have. 


A 
Perhaps we ſhan't each other ſee, 


While thus enclos'd in Balls of Clay; 
But when our lab'ring Souls get free, 


| Well meet in thoſe bright Seats of D ay. 


W 


Farewel, O then F dear Saint, adieu; 


= 10 
| 7 TY 
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Ah! ' no, even there we can't ack other ſee, 


Your tow'ring Soul will mine fo far out-flee. 
With nimble Stroaks you'll ſoar and fail the Skies, 
That are too bright, too dazling for mine Eyes. 


But granting that it ſhould be ſo, 
I cou'd not there for ever ſtay : 


We're Finite ſtill, and ſuch, you know, 


Cannot abide a conſtant Day. 


A. 


Yeu. ſure ſometimes we muſt our Faces yail, 
Stoop and confeſs that we're too weak, too frail 
To bear thoſe ſplendid and full beaming Rays, 


With conftant open and uncloſed Eyes. 


. 


Well then, while the Celeſtial Train 


In low Proſtrations thus do fall, 


Tho ne'er fo high I'd turn again, 


And fink and bow beneath them all. 

Here we ſhall meet, and here I'll cry, 
What think you, Dear, what think you now, 
Of all the Pain and Miſery, 


The Penance that we had below ? 


A. 


77 


Barr when OW! 're gone, mind what you've promis d now. 
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PASTORAL POEM. 


Wherein under the Name STREPHON, (or the converted 
Sou) diſguſted of his old Amours with COSMELIA (or the 
World) and going in Oueſt of the nobler Beauty URANIA, 
(or the Supreme Good ) is repreſented the Triumph of the | 
_ virtuous Soul over its Paſſions, the Love of the World, and 


all inferior Thi! 1 
PATHETAS, Or . 18 


a . H Y, STREPHON, why departed from the Plains? . 
 VY Why thus eſtrang'd to all thy neighb ring Swains > 
Why in ſuch Midnight Shades, ſuch ſilent Groves, | 
While they enjoy the fair COS MELT A's Loves? 
Where are thoſe ſprightly Looks, that am'rous Glance, 
Whereby thou charm'd the Nymph when in the Dance 255 
Where are the Laurels ſhe weav'd for thy Head. 
When 'midft thy Rivals thou the Triumph led? 


WM bere are thoſe ſpreading Locks, that us'd to fy, 


And ins 0 er thy 7 Shoulders . * 


Where 


13 21 \ 


Where are thoſe ſweet Perfumes, that balmy ren 


Which from thy Head in ſtreaming Odours went? IE 


What has untun'd the Pipe that us dto move, 

And in ſuch bluſhing gentle Whiſpers A 

To warble out the fair CosME1a's Love? 

In ſhort, ſince all that's am' rous, brisk, and gay, | 

Pleaſant and charming, fince that All's away; 

Tell me from whence this mighty Change doth flew! ? 
What ſtrange Reverſe of Thoughts has made thee ſo? 

Sͤtre phon. | 


Diſſoly'd i in T ears, all in this fable Hue, 571 
I mourn that &'er CosMEL1A's Loves I knew.” - 
© Pathatas. | 
Ah! Could. ſhe prove unkind, could ſhe dileslh 


STREPHON's Embraces, chen might you complain; 5 4 th 


But till ſhe loves, her Paſſion's ſtill the ſame, 

And ey'n your Abſence does augment the Flame. 
6 ee 

Silence, fond Youth, for now I've e learn'd to know, 

Her Smiles were noxious, and her Joys my Woe; 


Each Look was fatal, and each Kiſs a Dart 
That pierc'd my Soul, and ſtung me to the Heart. 


Patbetas.. Dj SET. 


I've - juſt now left the Fields, and heard ihs Noiſe 
Of fair COs xELIA, and the mournful Voice 
Of all the wandring Nymphs that rang'd the Plains, 
Paſs d and ago thro” all the joyful Swains, 


b we 


F 22 ] 
Still groning forth this Note, Ah! is he gone, 


I8STREPHON loſt, is STREPHON: thus undone! | 


Ah! can he now dicdein Co SMELIA'S Charms, 214 
And live ſo long a Stranger to her Arms? 1b 
Thus wand' ring thro the Plains they vent thelt Moans, 
While all the ecchoing Woods reſound their Grones. 
And can n yet believe that ſhe's your Foce, 


Whole am'rous Plaints ſuch „ of Paſſion ſhow $: 20 {; 


Strephon. 


Yes till ſhe loves, and ftill the more ſhe loves, 

Still ſhe more noxious and more hurtful proves: 

Ah ! happy I, had ſhe been ſtill unkind, 

Had ſhe with Scorn, my amorous Suits declin' d; 

Had ſhe, with low'ring Frowns yeil'd all her F ace, 11 
Diſdain'd my Sighs, and ſhun'd my fond Embrace. 
For now I ſee that all her gaudy Charms, 
Were but enchanted Shows, and real Harms. 


Oh ! cruel Nymph, thy Loves had I ne'er known, 
I had not been thus fetter'd and ty'd down; 


With nimble Stroaks, I could have wing'd above, 
And known, and ſeen that Beauty whom I love. 
But now, involv'd in Miſts, I wand'ring ſtray, TY 
And fear, at every Step, to loſe my Way. 
URANIA, Oh! URANIA, hear my Giones, 
Compaſſionate my Griefs, regard my Moans. 
Long have I ftray'd in this dark Maze of Night, 
And chas'd a Phantom that b wy .. ; 


L. 23 1 
When firſt I roy'd, thou call'dit and bad'ſt me 0 H 
But I regardleſs ſtill ſpurrd on my Way. n baA 
Thou oft renew dſt the Check, and ſtopt my Co; i 
Impatient I ſtill ſpurn'd, and turn'd the worſe. 
Long thou purſu'dſt, ſtill I thy Suits declin'd, 
And ſtill the more thou lov'dſt, the more I was unkin. 


Thus wretch'd and treach'rous I did faithleſs mm 


To all the filent Whiſpers of thy Love. 
But now my Heart relents, I die with Pain, 

To think that e'er I could thy Love diſdain : 
Enrag'd againſt my ſelf, Iwand'ring go {3 v1 
Thro' all the filent Groves, and vent my Woe ; 2 
Calling to each ſmall Shrub, and lofty Wow kt 
Ah! ame pity mae! 
| * Coſmelia. et JOY aqgha DS 
What W Notes are theſe that tonch my Ea 
Is't STREYHON, or ſome Phantom that T hear? 
Ah! ſtop, dear Youth, and do not ſcorn my Cries; 
Once more regard the Rhet'rick of mine Eyes. 
The Chryſtal Drops that from theſe Fountains flow, 4 
And down my Cheeks in roſy Chanels go, Th 1 

Proclaim my Loves my —_ of Paſſion how. 


| | Strephon. „ 5 ” it 34808 
I ſcorn your Te cars, in yain you court my Stay : e en 
A nobler Object calls my Soul ara. | 
| Coſmelia. "TA Hh 1 8 

Are theſe the juſt Repays for all my Care, 
For all the am'rous Sweets I did prepare; 
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When thou lay clasp'd, encloſed in . Arms, 


Remind how oft on yonder diſtant Plains, 


When with diſdainful Frowns, I paſs'd the Swains, 


And thy fond Soul was raptur'd with my Charms a 


With what ſoft melting Smiles I glanc'd on un 


And thou return'd the Look with Extaſie. 
Remind theſe roſy Walks, theſe flow'ry —_— 
Where we fo oft repos'd our am'rous Heads. 


Remind theſe gentle Streams whereon we lay, 
And bath'd and {ported out the Toils of Day: 


And in ſweet balmy Whiſpers bade us 1 axed 
Remind how oft, on yonder filent Groves, _ 

I call'd on STREPHON-to enjoy my Loves; 

With what fierce Leaps you {ſprung 1 into the Plice, 
And thy rapt Soul flew out in each Embrace. 
Remind all this, and then, dear 8 TREPHON, tell 


N you'd torment the Nymph you loy d 10 well? : —_ 


Streplon. 


: While with ſuch F ondneſs L purſu'd: thy 3 5 va 


A nobler Flame could not my Paſſions move; 
I ſtoop'd and bow'd, and baſely was enſlav d: 
But ſtill hy Magick Charms I ne'er perceiv d. 
The poys nous Streams that darted from thine Eyes, 
Still dimm'd my Sight, and mask'd my Miſeries; | 
Thy Joys did ſurfeit and debaſe my Soul, 
| And all its nobler F lights of ove controul. 


— — 


While all the bloG'ming Train perfum'd the Grove, 8s B50 


Poor wretched I, contemn'd, and all for Thee. 


And roving Mad, URANIA“ Beauty ſhun, | 
Has reach'd my Soul at laſt, and pterc'd my Heart. 


O! then, thou baſe EA of my Mind, 
Be gone, be gone, and get thee far behind. 


And try once more if I can court his Stax. 


| Diſcloſe your Balmy Stores, let Odours fly, 


The wanton Streams which on yon Plains you ** „ 


Juſt where the Youth doth run; and if he Tay, | i 
Beneath his Feet ſweet Flowers ing Roſes lay. III 


And while you. ra th before 9 PU ad Vance. 5 aiav 1 1 


And e Is open'd to your Vie. N 


* 


4 


That Fair, * belt n deſign'd for u f 


Drunk with 3 8 Magic-Potion I did, run, 


But now I feel, I feel the Heav'nly Dart 


Coſmelia to her NY MP HS. 
Sec how he ſcorns my Smiles, diſdains my Doe K 0 
And with what eager Flights he fore ward moves. on : wget: 
III yet advance, and all my Charms diſplay, E 1 S003 


Mean Time tune up your Strings, ad vance in 3 
And melt his Soul with ſoft and amorous Airs; 


And with perfumed Scents deluge the Sky. 
Break down their Banks, and let them all go free; 5 


Cut out new Chanels let all Riv'lets glide, als roi} nxt 0 
Meet and concentre, make a Chryſtal Tide = 


Then all with wanton Smiles ny” 1 a tak w bel 


Dear SrREPHON, 1283 55 \ Co3ME undes pure, 


3 
pi 


D 


O do not thun a Heav' n, A "preſent Bliß, N * a ; 00 b : a — Is 1 
For ſome far diſtant Pleaſures after n . 


\ , 2 , £3 9 1 
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| | EN THM ANG LOGS 1 2 
All's but Amuſement, and a- gilded. Show / z on nf 
And when the Charm 8 unmask d, i find | it 6. N 
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Can what we hands u War ve perceive, Mm 
Delights we taſte and feel, our Senſe deceive ? 

No ſure: Or if they W what then? if Pleaſures fow, 
From hugging Phantoms, graſping at a Re- T 
The Matter's ſtill the ſame; we taſte a Bliss, r 


And what would Ma. have more e than Happineſs? 8 
Did I no more than A eee an Secs purſe, dn boA 
Had I no nobler Object i in my View; else 
That charming BEAUTY whom 1 long to ſee, 5 
In every Look could dart a Heav'n . 
But ah ! Tis more than Bli6 t to which 1 En CTY OO I 


F £2 * E 5% de 1 f j 
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*Tis ſomething more Divine I mean to love. 1 
Co melia“ I N TY MP H - bas 2 = 


: Surprifing! Strange LHe l Cor h PA THETA + Cri my 69991, 
And with Diſdain COSMELLA'S Love he Meal: ; £1" 
In yain we ftop his Flights, or court his Star 
Since with ſuch eager Leaps he ſprings away. : 
Wel turn again, and let. Cos ELI A Know - Y 2472150 
How much he hates, how much he i is her Foc. f _ nn] br N 


SEE 0) 25 IT. 
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7 | at än! (b 1.» Coſmelia to ;ther Returnings7 - "20; 
Ah! have you charm'd his Stay; or does he pore ; 
As yet untouch'd, regardleſs of my An n 18. 

O] can he ſtill my ſoft Embraces fly? 

| Tell me, Oh tell me; tell me, clic L a. 


 Nymphs. 


Yes, ſtill he ſcorns your Tears, he's ſtill unkind, | 
And all your amorous Suits he has „ TOE 5 
He won't one Look, one tranſient Glance beſtow © 
On all the joyful fe we've opened r _—} 
We tun'd our Strings, and, in ſolt melting Strains, TT, TY. 
Told what bleſt Raptures the tranſported's Swains | Rn 
Feel in your Loves on yonder « diſtant Plains. CAPUULTONT, e 
We mounted ſtill the Note, and frais 2d our Voice,” | 
The diftant Woods ſtill ecchoing back the Noiſe ; 
bs Gon [weet ſoft floging N umbers * d the Skies,” 
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Each Note breath'd Rapture, and 8 quiv Ting Sound, 
Each trembling, Shake was with ſuch Beauty crown = 
That all the wingy. Train ſtopt on their Wa, r 
And down before us in the Stin-Beams lay, 2 
Charm'd with the melting Notes they heard us FEY 
Then mounting all on high, they; Joyn 'din FR. s 65 
And ſtrove to match us with h harmonious Airs, 


Still as we ſung, a Ke they renew 9 their Att 


110 75 £2 


11G 8 a 3 . 9 . 
Nach did all her 1 5 beſtow, 2 5 au Hs ; 
And a new Paradiſe was Tg B36 W. 


And drown'd | in Sg. Shreiks their fofter Notes. 


C 28 bl 
Loud whiſtling Winds Cos ME 11 4's Sighs convey'd, 
And in high Treble: Notes ber Loves diſplay dd, ad 1A 
While gentler Streams glide ſoftly eee new 2% 2A 
And a grave Baſs in murmuring Sonnets. „e Ar on ol 1185 0 
Each roſy Morn new Scenes we did prepare, 10 ec l T 
And all our Virgin-fancies acted there. . N 
And when the Sable Dark return'd the Night, _ 5 
We wanton'd round, and play? d before his Sight. CO WO Oe 
We follow'd ſtill, ſtill he his Flights! W T5 
And ſtill the more he ran, the faſter we purſu d. 2 : R 
Breathleſs and ſpent at laſt, he ſtopt rea 
And, bending down, lay proftrate on his Face: | Os 26 Sa: if 
Then with Looks bended upward he began, _ 
Thus to lament, Juik like the dying San. . 
en URANIA, ah! URANIA. lend an Ear, 5 3 
« To thy poor panting Loyer proſtrate r 
e Revive my fainting Soul, regard my Moans, ; 
« My dying Sighs, and my repeated Grones. , 


EO! ſhall CosMELTA yet triumphant be, oy _ 

« And raviſh this poor ſtruggling Heart from thee 15 F 

X Oh ! no, Oh ! no, O rather ſtop my Breath, . 

And let me link 1 into the Arms of Death ; | A 

& Exe ſhe embrace my Soul, ere ought my Paſſions more, | 
<< But only thou and thy Diviner e 

Scarce had he tpoke, when feather'd Arrows By, 


And winged Darts encountring in the Sky, Fr e a 31176 
Struck down the warbling Throng, pierc'd thro their Throat 


— 


1 {$A 8 ag x ? 
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But ah! What mall we ſay 2 This Was den, "al 2844168 


We ſaw the poor PATRHET AS alf i wa beter v1 
A Victim to a fierce and cue ant dM Mn iii aff on 


That ſheath'd it (elf 1 into bis panting Hut 10 
: Wallowing i in Gore he lay, till from the . 
His fainting Soul gaſp'd. out, upon. the Ground. POR 


We, fearing the ſame Fate, began to fly 
And let our ſilent Harps neglected ly; 


And now we're ſcarce eſeap'd to let T wat = 
'The diſmal Story, the ſad Scene ot. Wer 


_ Coſmelia. 
* nd Deſtruction ſeize his — Soul; 


That thus cati ſebrn my Charms, my Loves contoul. 


Too long, too long with Smiles 1 did purſue; 

Tu try what Vengeance and my Wrath can de. 1 

In Floods of Torments FH deluge his Sou, = 

And in a thouſand Hells TII make him roul. 

Go, ſummon Demon, and the Stygian Rout | 

To muſter here; and as they wreſtle out 

Viva their inf Dens, with roring Sound, 

Let all the Rockstheir-bellowing Noiſe fads... 
Then burſt and break, in forked Wien oy" 

And overfpread the Place where he does ly. 


The tortur'd Louth, thus ſtruck, ſhall Saul bub, 


And then on every Hand for Succour call. 


4 a . 
FE: * 1 - 


Amidſt the furious e thus ta and — * 7 


> 4 F 2 * n . 1 1 157 
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A 


See that ye lend him none; But let his Soul 0 es” 


t 30 1 


1 


See ek his Tears do not your 1 appeaſe,” Na Tas 2 
But wound and cruſh him; let him have no Eaſe. At 5 
Starve him with Wants, plague him with Poverey, | 15 
And rack his tortur'd Breaſt with Infamy. i ie 1d 
Pierce, pierce himthro' 3 ſtrike home, repeat the LEY CEN 
And ſtill the more you Arike, more cruel i iat 21 
Let all his outward Toils and 1 be, 91762} 20 
But fainter Emblems of that Agonie [anal 100" 221 Lab 
He feels within; let him thus cram'd with Woe, * wor Da 
Thus drunk ie Mis'ry ftagg” ring to and fro; (191% /: 
Strive to diſgorge and vomit out his Soul. 
But O, reſiſt his Motions, and gontroul, H das Saus 
And pull ang: tug it back, and chain it dne ee 1. ba. 
Weary and ſpend him qut; let him do os] 
The ſweet Repoſe and Silence of the Graye. . Rs 


< 1 126; v7. 4; 3 H . 
Perhaps he'll calm t laſtꝭ ad hear m Criss, 


And court my Smiles again with d nopping; ena: . 
Perhaps he'll curſe RA N FA, who; Hows: ND "nd 
U 


q 
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Him co be thus pre : down, With migh ty Moes. . 


a” 
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1 bal Strephone JW ed Is; 25g] - 212013 01 T 
[ What ſtrange Reverſe is /this? Wheid-am been bs iis 32.T 
From whence the Tempeſts that around me flow? NT 
Without, within, and all on every Hand, r 
Enclos d in Miſts and Pau eee Fe he 1 e 2dT 
Lam all Night, no courteoiis Gleams arife wo e no nag: boA 
To uſher in the e Day, rene wy! Gabte TR: wor mir 5555 20 


For all the Gricts and 5 1 I ſuſſer here ? 


» 


FIR. 2 


N. * * 


* n 5 ; vat . ; t T * | oy ou 1 4 ; 4 3 P 5 177 a 7 XR E: Bs j * 7 1 e 
Did not U R ANI A, when ſhe | Below,” 45 — G's " ; 

3 Fe 3 RE kt Toe di on tt vs 5 24 
A thouſand Hells and Toitures*undergo/? 100 


YT LH 


Rackt thy ſweet tender Su 6h. yo 0 er Plains nnn 
When like ſome FelldwSwaln thou didſt appear, 
Difſguis'd and veiPd, and whiſper'dft „ 

« O come, forſake Cos Mt 114; and purſue > 07 Be LO 

« The nobler Blif IJ Have d eſigned for y ou S * d Dun zülg din 
How did th' enraged Youths begin to cry, ms 
CosMELIA'S rivall'd, and the Traitor's nigh? 1 nin Hah 
Firſt from the Temple their dire Tells began, 
Rebounding thence, from Plain to Plain they rants 5:05) bot 
The hollow Woods the ecchoing Sound repay, 

And ſtill the Maſter-Note Was, r e ir oo e 

How did hey cruſh, and pierce, and wound thy Su, 
And fcourge, and toſs, and drag Thee ro the, Goal! 
How was thou mock d and ſcorn'd, and made the Jeſt, _ 
While black and oleful. Griefs delug'd thy Breaſt 8 me 


4a” * 
8 


. 
> 


5 > het | bd \ w; » + * 301 * 1 2995 $3.4 £16.44 4% 1 4 | 
With what dire Malice did they vent their Rage, 5 
7 . 4 »SHPULM ae IS TOE 
When with Deriſion they erect a Stage, Ls Too i=, 
: 9 3 oT 22 Þ hy EM — en e : PLoS M7; s ws s +44 | 
Bragg d Thee thereon ; then weay'd a Thorny Crown, | 
hich pierc'd thy ſweating Temples, mad 8 


; 8 le Thee Grone, ©. 
Till Scarlet Drops of Blood came trickling down? 14 © 


Till Purple Streams from every Wound did glide. 
crack down thy throbing Heart with ſtunning Pain, wot. 
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To Nature's Outiangks: then at laſt it fled, 


And then thou ſtoop dt, and bending down thy 3 


O then take up thy Croſs and follow 2 13 
And ſhall I yet lament? Dare I complain 

That I am tortur'd thus, and. rack'd with Pain ? 
Ah no! ah no! all ſilent here III bes. 


4 Tf 


C951 melta.. 


And can you love her ſtill? Ah can your 1 Flame 
Be unextinguiſh'd: yet, tho' ſhe diſclaim, | 


Strephon. 


And ay the more I'm Pain'd, the more 1 . 
Tis not becauſe ſhe hates, that ſhe allows. 


my 


* 


And in Diſguiſe a higher End purſues. Wee 50 
She knows, that if it were allow'd to me, 


Breath'd thus in Sighs, See what. Toe Auge { bee : KK. 


And pant and breathe to. karten, loye o on and 147 15 25 | 
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n love, I'll love her ill, 
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And {corn your: dying Bighs | Wile Sooat conv ibanez 
ay : = g 7 
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1 my aj © x4 

Me to be thus beat down and cruſh'd with Woes. Jet ic be 

Tis not becauſe ſhe's pleas d, and ſmiles to ſee 5 b 7. 1 aps 
1 { 3 ＋ Cty 

Her faithful Lover plung d in Miſerie. ee e eee 

SE £333 Ali 
Oh no: She's acted by ſome nobler Views, 3 | 


To taſte her leaſures, and her Beauties . 

8 ib fI31 0 

- Ip Ere by Experience I had felt and known, 5 
What tis to leave her, and her Love diſown: 5 #4 3 


| How ſoon Id wander, and like others OW K. Sale e ad - 
And run in Queſt of ſore inferior Lore 8 


oh 
_ Therefore the lets me feel the Miſerie, 9m; H bois ui! 
The mighty killing piercing Woe, to be te cl 79.0 han 
One Minute abſent from her, that 10% | al SE. n 
Find what a Hell it is to £0 aſtray. 1 D 1990109” 2102 8 1 . 
Thus when I've breath d and gron'd a while below, a 
And ſwim'd to Her thro? ſuch a Sea of Woe, | ee el 
I won't preſume to wander thus again, | 


Nor let inferior Beautics me, detain, c gad nf CN 
Tie down my Paſſions, and my Soul ;encheint;, 1. 7 - 2p 
O therefore ſtrike, and wound, and pierce me throw, ri ls 


And cruſhmy panting Heart at every Blow. | | + 54 
Pack me with new found Tortures, fill the Bows: ne n 
The bittereſt Bowls of Woe; and let my Soul 0 ze od} Ni 


1414 
Be fill'd, and cramm'd, and burſt with Agonies, bi 0 heb 
Wich cruel Pains and piercing Mitnes; T7 #2511520 £13 6: 1a8Þ 


All you ſhall gain by this, I'll Love the more, 
My Flame ſhall ſtill burn brighter than before. 5 
I'll pant, and long, and eagerly aſpire EET. Weg a. 
Still to aſcend, and fly, and mount the high” r 3 
The more I feel what tis to breathe below, „„ 
Forſake URANIA, and a-wandring A 55 a 3 bs pi 
1 By, - Coſmelia's. NYMPHS.. ai 40% 
We're loft, we're loft! Alas! Where ſhall we cun?, - OT 
Behold the fearful Scene that's now begun. 2bbid 280 
A ſecret Hand has rais'd the proſtrate Swain, aid 11009 0 
Reach'd from above, and pull'd him up again. „ LET 2 
Behold, behold ! the yaulted Heavens divide, . 
Anda * Set of Arms falls by his Side. 


Wy 
E. 


Thang 
A veſted Helmet does incloſe his Head, Tore 2121 1 
And o'er his Breaſt a Plate of Gold is rw wh in ad 
Within his Hands he waves a flaming, Shield, . . 000 0 
And thus accouter'd he does range the F 58 1 1. = wn 5 x 
W hat ſhall we do to {hun his furious. Blows, - 15 Do . made aft T7 
185 fly the dreadful Tides of diceful Woes? . 1 


* 85 Demon here, that To — Swain g015101 01 10 
His very Looks will calm the Youth again. 
Cauſe him prepare for Battle, make him ſheath. gs 
His hideous Limbs in all the Arms af Death. g 
In ravening Lions Hue let him appear, baud wn diy om A084 
Or in the Shape of ſome inraged Bear:; 5 A1 110 of T 
And o'er the Plains ſtretch out his tawny Paws . In 
f That ſo the beardleſs Youth may ſtand in 1 1717 
1 Da mon, an Iafernal Spirit. rt voy 114 
When you imploy my Sword, I'm ſtill at Hand, OL 202214 yÞo 
And cannot diſobey when you command: 5 nk IT 
Only I think 'tis not the fafeſt Way, : 
Io0 try with open Arms to force his Std 99 ee adT 
* For ſhould U RANIA know what we end «A U >1ghoÞT 
Whole wing'd Battallia's to his Aid ſhe'd ſed. 
Therefore ſome {eerer Stratagems L'Il chuſe, 
Some hidden Wiles and unobſerved Reuſe: |» 
Jo court him near you, lure him gently. on, 
Till with ſome downy Steps, unden pd, pokoown, 0 
You ſtcal into his Soul, and | make bim 1 l * on. 5 ny 5 
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.. re gl 


Speak on, dear e tell what” tis you'll 455 i 
My Here and Confidence is plac di N 8 
| Demon. era ia, 420 V Ai 

Time was when I lay in URANTa's Arms, — TRIS 

Raptur'd and extaſy'd with all her Charms, 1 

Into her Palace when I did reſort, 5 26113 4112 ae 
And learn'd the Speech and: Faſhions of her Cours. ld vl 

And ever ſince I can my ſelf diſguiſe, 5 
Like ſome wing' d Meſſenger of Paradiſe. 

Well then, dear NYM AH, in Haſte I will purſue, 


And counterfeit their Garb and Language . _ 
Then with this Magic-Potion i in my Hand,. — 
I'll call upon the Youth, and bid him ſtand. 7 


When e'er he ſtops, I will preſent this Draught, 


And tell 'tis from the fair URANIA brought, 122 

A Cordial ſhe prepar'd for him to Day, 5 

Leſt he fall ſpent and breathleſs on the Way. - 
He ſhan't perceive the Plot, till once his Soul 7 
Begin to ſtagger with the guſty Bowl. _ 

Then T'll diſarm, and ftrip the feeble Swain, 1 
And bring him back into your Arms again 

Only acquaint me in what Cave he lies 

T o what untrod Retirement now T.. N. 87. 


 Cifmelia's NYM P H S. - 


Far from the Plain, in yonder gloomy Shade, 
Beneath ſome vaulted Hollow he is laid. 


2 A. wing'd Ambaſſador that has to Day, 


2 BY 


You'll know the Place by his repeated. Grones, 


For there he ſpends his Days in Sighs and Moars. | 
Demon. 


Ye ſhady Woods, unmantle and diſeloſe 
That ſilent Grove where STREPH ON does repoſe... 


Sure phon. 


Who's this that calls? Who's this that dabe moleſt : 


7 calm Retreat, and thus invade _ A 
Demon. 


From bright URANI1a's Court cut out fy Way. 


. She ſaw what mighty Griefs, what Woes and Pains 
You felt of late in yonder diſtant Plains. 5 


When with ſuch Threats Cos MELIA did purſue, $ 


— 
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And vomit out her Wrath and Rage at you. 


Therefore I was diſpatch'd in Haſte to give 1 
This ſinall, this ſoft Elixir to revive 


Your drooping Spirits, left they ſhould decay, 


AndtoCosMEL1A's Rage you fall a Prey. d 


VOICE fiom Above. 


Ah! neither Touch nor Tafte; ; the Magick Bowl 
Will ſoon benum and ſtupify your Soul: 

Death's in the Cup, tis an empoys' ned . 
CosMELIA has prepar'd, and Demon 3 


Strephon. 


* 


4 gone thou wretch'd and treach · Tous. Shall 1 prove 
1 Like T hee, regardleſs of U: RANIA 's Lov ? 


Vt IO FOUIY 3: 37 ] 1 
Ne, Pd not tempt her to one little Fron, 3 
Tho Earth and all its Bliss ſhould be my ow. 
For if I thought this curſed Heart could ptove | 
 Untouch'd and unaffe ted with her Love; 

Td tear it from my Breaſt; it ſhould not beat P74 46 00 
Along my emptyed Veins another Heat, "tha 1 
Go tell your Dame Cos xELIA that I ſcorn, . 
And all her puny flighted Offers ſpurn. 

Tho' Earth's whole Pleafures were at her Command, 

And ſhe could graſp the Poles within her Hand, 
And ſqueeze them dry of Blifs, then in one Bowl 

Reach out the grand Quinteſſence to my Soul, 

I'd ſcorn the drezgy Potion, as too mean, 


And for a Heaven-born Soul, too baſe, and too Te errene. 
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Joop D up n This Ball of Clay, 
Long fluttering round he did clay, | 
To break the Chains that ty? d him down, 
Surmount Life's Barriers and be golſe. 
Uncag d at laſt He wing d ben PH ie RR "of - 


. | Out-foar'd the Seraphs in their Love. 


They ſtrove to follow, fill He flew, i * 6 4 
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